THE    DUKE    OF    WINDSOR

much as it hath pleased Almighty God of His great mercy
to take unto himself the soul of our dear brother," the coffin
and the bier slowly sank into t.he vault below. There was
no movement in the world, it seemed, except the trembling
of the flowers on Queen Mary's wreath, sinking into the
purple darkness. As the words "Earth to earth, ashes to ashes,
dust to dust" were spoken, King Edward took earth from a
silver dish and scattered it upon the coffin.

As the eyes of the mourners turned from the dark
vault towards the new King, standing beside his mother, the
Garter King of Arms stepped before the sanctuary and pro-
claimed the styles of the dead Sovereign, "The late most
high, most mighty and most noble" King was with his
God. Then, for the new Sovereign, "God Save the King."
The choir sang once more and, from the altar the Arch-
bishop pronounced the Benediction. The Dead March in
Saul was played while the Queen and her son remained
before the open vault. Then, after bowing over the coffin,
they walked out of the south door of the chapel. The
short spell of sunshine, which had come an hour before,
passed, and the stained-glass windows lost their brilliance.
The new King was walking out among his subjects and into
the world, his face sad and frightening. One remembered
Joshua again and murmured, "Only be thou strong and very
courageous.*'
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